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A FRIEND LIKE MR. WHEELER 
by 
Kathy Johnson 
Journalism Senior 
Mr. Wheeler dropped in unexpectedly today. He does 
that quite often, just sits at my kitchen table and expects me to 
fix tea for him. Sometimes I'm too busy to visit with him, but 
today I didn't have much to do except buy a new geranium 
and that could wait. Mr. Wheeler knocked my other geranium 
out the window yesterday. He's always bumping into things 
and breaking them. Much as I like him, I must admit he is 
clumsy. I try not to say anything about it. 
This morning, I was just brushing the toast crumbs from 
the oil cloth when I glanced up and saw him sitting there. I 
didn't even hear him open the screen door and walk in. He's 
very quiet and likes surprising people like that. 
"Lordy, Mr. Wheeler," I had said. "What a fright you 
gave me! Haven't I told you to warn me when you're dropping 
in?" 
He just smiled the way he does and traced the table cloth 
pattern with his pudgy finger. Then he looked toward the 
stove and in one glance I knew he wanted tea. I know I 
shouldn't cater to the man so, but I really was glad to see him, 
and I think he's lonely. 
I can't remember when I first met Mr. Wheeler; it seems 
like we've been sitting over tea for years, talking about this and 
that and nothing in particular. I'm getting so I don't even 
notice his clothes anymore. I used to always tell him not to 
wear his ratty bathrobe over his overalls, especially in public — 
people will stare, I told him. He never seems to care how he 
looks, though, just so he's comfortable. I suppose I should 
admire his attitude. I'm so fussy and all, but I never used to 
take him anywhere. I've adjusted to his sloppiness now; I 
figure I must have something about me that annoys him, too, 
so I try not to say anything. 
After I poured his tea this morning, he asked me where 
the geranium that usually sat on the sill was. I felt bad that he 
[ 5 ] 
6 Sketch 
had broken the pot. He forgets things like that, so I decided to 
just tell him the wind caught and pulled the plant out the 
window. He allowed as how we ought to go get a new one right 
away; the sill just looked too bare for his taste. 
That's one reason I like Mr. Wheeler so much. As often as 
he breaks things, dresses oddly, and drops in without 
knocking, he's always ready to make things fine again. 
We decided to go downtown right away for the geranium. 
While I was getting my hat and purse, Mr. Wheeler rinsed out 
the cups and left the water running. He does forget things like 
that, but I try not to say anything. 
It was beautiful out today. We walked along in the bright 
sunlight and I felt so good, I almost decided his bathrobe 
didn't bother me. 
"Mr. Wheeler," I said. "I never noticed it, but your 
bathrobe is almost the color of your eyes." 
He's not used to flattery like that so he kind of mumbled a 
reply, but I knew he was pleased. Some man gave us a second 
glance as he went by, but today it didn't matter. I felt like 
calling back to him that Mr. Wheeler was comfortable, so quit 
staring. People can be so rude sometimes. 
The greenhouse was full of color. I've always liked the 
flowers and the steamy earth smell of the building. I pointed 
out the different types of flowers to Mr. Wheeler because he 
doesn't know very much about them. When we got to the 
geraniums, I picked the biggest, reddest one of the bunch and 
held it up. 
"Look, Mr. Wheeler," I said, probably a little too loudly. 
"This one is much better than the one you knocked out the 
window." 
I felt bad as soon as I'd said it. His face changed colors 
and his eyes were big and blue. He took the plant from me and 
held it, turning it around and around in his hands. I could see 
the manager eying us; I figured he must have heard me 
embarrass Mr. Wheeler. 
The geranium kept turning around in Mr. Wheeler's 
hands as he stood there. I just looked at the red go around in 
circles and I felt bad. 
"I'm so sorry, Mr. Wheeler," I said. "I 'm so sorry. I don't 
care about the other plant. I'm so sorry." 
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I knew I had repeated myself too much and was talking 
too loudly. People were looking and the manager headed over 
to us. The plant went in faster circles and dropped to the 
damp cement. 
"Oh, Mr. Wheeler," I said. I felt just awful for men-
tioning the plant and upsetting him. He can't help it if he's 
clumsy, after all. I bent over to pick up the pieces of the pot 
and told him not to worry about it, I'd just buy another one. 
Then I saw the manager's feet and knees. He helped me 
straighten up; I get stiff when I bend over, sometimes. He was 
giving me the oddest look, like he wondered why I had let the 
man in the bathrobe handle the plants if he was going to drop 
them. He made me nervous, the way he kept staring, but I had 
to make sure Mr. Wheeler wasn't upset anymore. 
When I turned around, he was already gone. Usually 
when he leaves like that, which he does quite often, I don't give 
it a second thought; he always likes surprising people. Today, 
though, I felt bad that I had upset him. I shouldn't have 
reminded him about breaking the plant. I always try not to say 
anything like that. 
I was about ready to tell the manager what happened 
when he stooped to pick up the broken plant. 
"Now, don't you worry, ma'am," he said. "Accidents 
happen. You're not the first to have a plant slip through your 
hands." 
I knew then that he was trying to make me feel better 
about embarrassing Mr. Wheeler, but I explained that Mr. 
Wheeler was clumsy sometimes. 
"I'm sure your Mr. Wheeler is clumsy," the manager said, 
"but don't worry, ma'am, accidents happen." 
He was so nice that I began to feel better about things 
right then. He even gave me a geranium for free. I told him 
that / was going to hang on to this one and wouldn't let Mr. 
Wheeler near it. He smiled a big smile then—such a nice 
man —and said that was a good idea, my Mr. Wheeler 
probably dropped a lot of things. 
I repotted the flower tonight, but didn't put it on the sill. 
Mr. Wheeler will simply have to be more careful when he 
comes over for tea. 
